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10 VvICTIS.

tslnzz‘;tebijan c;f 1:fbe conquered, who fell in
“ho battle of life,
l’h.ch::'::::x:of the wounded. the beaten, who
e died overwheimed in the st=ife: {
Not the julflant song of the victors, for whom |
; fhﬂ : accianim !
D.mdonsmmledin chorus, whose brawst
=8 Wore the chaplet of fame, 1
Gt the byman of the low and the humbile, the
weiary, the broken fn kenrt.
Who sirove and who falled, acting bravely a
_._ sientand desperate part:
Whose youth bore no flowsr on its branches.
wEose hopes hurned in ashss awax,
From whose hand slipped the proze taey had
fﬂﬂ‘d at, who stood at ithe dying of

r.
With the wreck 6f their life all round them, un-
pitied, unheeded. alone,
With death swooping down o'er their faiture,
and all dbut tkeir faith overthrown,
Whils t.he voice of 1the world shouts i's choros
_—-IS peean for those who have won
While the trumpes: is soundinz trivmphant, and
high o the breeze and the sun
Glad banners are waving, hands clapping.
hurrying teet
Thronging after the laurel-crowned victors, I
stand on the tleld of defeat,
Ie the shadow with thase who are fallon, and
. wounded, and dying, and there
Chant & requiem low, place my hand on their
__paln-knotted brows, breatha prayer,
Hoid the band that is helpless, and whisner:
___ “They cnly the victory wis -
Who have fought the pood f t. and have
i\':.1.:.\. Guished the demon that empts us with-
n:
Who have held to their faith unseduced by the
= prize that the world holds on hirh:
Who kave dared for a high cause 1o sufler. re
sist. light—if need be. to die.™
Speak. hisiw

and

Carol

i bhe world called the vie-

F—who waon the aucerss of aday®

i7r3, or Nero? The Spartans who fell
on Thermopyle s tryst

Or the Pessians and X

Secratest

Fiis

Pilate. or Christ?

TO LET.

An Expensive Surprise That Was
Hardly a Pieasura.

HOUSE

B ES.” SAID OLD
gM rs. Pounce,
nodding
orange - colored
cap-strings,
““they putme in
—the house
agency did—to
take care of the
house, with a
bright - painted
“to let"” stuck
up in front of
the area- win-
dows. and coal
and honse rent
- free.
don’t deny, my dear, is an objecttoa
lone female like me, with neither chick
nor child and my own way to make in
the world, with fine laundressing ont
of the question en account of rheuma-
tism in the finger joints.

* Yon look like a respectable person,
Mrs. Pounce. that has seen better
days.” was what the honse-agent said
when he handed over the kevs, “and.”
says he: *’I think we may trust yon to
taks good care of hor doorsteps and
windows, show applieants over the
house und answer all questions.™

**You may say so, sir,” savs I, with a

courtesy: “‘there’s many houvses [I've
had charge of and nevera fault has
been found vet. And this shan't be

the first one,” says L.

“We've a largze business,” says Mr.
Eagle, *and if you give satisfaction,
Mrs. Pounce,” says he, as civil spoken
as possible, it's #ikeiy you will never
be without a roof to your head!”

Well, my dear, of all nice honses—
and I've seen a many in my day—this
was the nicest. Brown-stone
with a bay window and snug garden
planted all
cold water all through, a little conser-
vatory with an arched glass roof at

the rear and the halil floor covered with |

real Minton tiles, as made you think

son was walking on pictares; walls |

painted with cupids and venuses and
garlands of flowers and dados of hard-
wood ail throughout Neighborhood
most desirable; drainage and scwerage
perfect and churches conveniently
near. Excuse me, my dear, if it
sounds like an advertisement, but Mr.
Eagle, the agent, wrote it down for me
and I never rested until I had commit-
ted it all to memory so I could speak it
off easy like, without any stops, or
hitehes.
be said of all advertisements. there
wasn't a word in the agent's deserip-
+ion but what the house bore out!

And the board hadn’t been up twen-
ty-four hours before there was a rush
to look at the honse. Yonung warried
couples as wanted to give up apart-
ments; old married folks as wasn't
suited with their location; boarding-
housc keepers as made believe they
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about the rent.

s my wife's ideas.

her,

Whiech T/

iront,

in box-borders, hot and)|

And this I will say, as can’t |

gueer, dictalorial way of his

*“*Any ghosts about this place,
ma'am?” says he.

S*Sir?” savs L

“tihosts.” says he, ot loud and sharp.
“Mysterious footsteps—Ilarking shad-
ows, clanking chains at midnight?”

*“*Merey, no, sir!” says I, beginning to
feel my fesh ereep all over.

“Rats?” says he.

“Coertainly not,” says [, *with solid ce-

mented cellar floor and sealed boards.™ |

“Beetles?” says he.

“*Look for yourself,
bridling up « little.

*I like the house,

sir,” says 1,

-

says he, after he

 had gone snifling about the drain-pipes

and peergd into the coal ecellar and
vault and sounded the copper
boiler with his knuekles, just for ail
the world as if Le was in the plumbing
business. “*You may tell the agent I'll
take it,
When shall you see
him?"”

**Most lilzely this afternoon, sir.™

“I'll drop in at his office to-morrow
at nine,” 1
married.” says he, as composed as if he
were saving that he was going to take
a blue-pill. **Aad the house will suit
She thinks we're go-
ing to board.” savs he, with an odd sort
of chnekle in his throat, “*and she’s not
a bit pleased with the idea
pleasant surprise for her,” says he.

Well. no sooner had he gone= than in
eomes 2 stont, middle-azed lady, mn a

black silk dress, rows of curls on either |

sitle of her fuaece and cheeks as red as
auy eabbage rose.

*I have just come from Mr. Eagle's
t;?ﬁcc." says she. “He
thie refusal of this house in case it saits
me."”

“I don’t know. ma'am, ™
it's let alreads.”

has given me

sayvs I, “*bnt

. 4wl o s 3 TFY
Let already?

says she, with a sort
of scream. i

“Iat that's impossi

-tnak

| Don’t 1 tell Fou [ have the refusal of 1?2 |

| Show me the premises at once.”
|  Well. I was in a prelty puzzle, as you
| may popelieve: but I went all over the
house with the curly lady and she de-
elared it met her fancy exactly.
| **Possession on the 1st of May, 1 sap-
pose,” says she.

*Yes, ma’am.” says 1, “if—"

“There’s no if in the question,” says
she, as short as pie-crust. **You may
take down the “To Let," my zood wom-
an.™

I conrtsies very low but I saysto my-
self: = *Not f 1 knows it. ma'am, not
without orders from the agent him-
self.”

Away went the lady with the curly
hair and the rose-red cheeks, and [ was

just putting on my hat to run round to |

house ageney, when ic comes Mr. Eagle
himself. all smiles.

“Well, Mrs, Pounce.™ said he, *so the
house is let?”

**To my thinking, sir,”
let twice over.™

said I, *it's

And I up aad teld him about my old !

gentleman.
“Dear me,” savs he. “this is very
perplexiny. At what time was this

personage here?”

“The clock struck twelve, sir,” says
I, **just as he went awayr.”

Mr. Eagle hit himself a blow over the
forehead like a play actor.

“Confusion worse confounded!™
he. *It was twelve precisely when my
customer left the office. We can’t split
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| SHE FLEW INTO HIS ARMS.
I

the honse in two. ean we?" says he. |

“Wel, we must tell your old gentieman
just how it happened. I dare say he'll
be reasonable about it.”

But he wasn't reasonable, Mr. Eagle
told me afterward; he never saw any
one in such a rage.

“I’ve taken the house,™ says he, “‘and

I'll have it. cost what it may. Do you
say that the rent is two hundred
, pounds? Tl give you two hundred and

fifty pounds down: if my claim and that

. of this lady are equally rood, the ques- |

tion of price must settle it.”

Well, we supposed —me and Mr.
Eagle—as that was the end of the mat-
ter. Bat not a bit of it. The lady eamne
that aftermoon with an wupholsterer
and a tepe measure to see aboul the
carpets.

““Two hundred and fifty pounds, in-
deed!” says she, with the toss of the
curls. *“It will take more than a pal-
try two hundred and fifty pounds to un-
settle my plans. I'll give three hun-
dred pounds sooner than I'll lose the
house!™

Whea my old gentleman hears this
he grinds his teeth in a manner as was
fearful to hear.

*It's my house,” says he, “and I will
{ have it. Three hundred and fifty
l pounds, Eagle.”

**Come,"” says Mr. Eagle, “mattersare
getting lively. Real estate is looking

— | up in the market,” says he.

“THAT'LL DO, MA'AM.'

was private families; and private fam-
jlies as wanted te take a few select
boarders. But the rent was put up
tolerably high and most of 'em dropped
off after I'd named the sum.

“Never mind, Mrs. Pounce—never
mind,” says Mr. Eagle, rubbing his
hands.
no difficulty in letting without any re-
duction of rent. Just wait,” says he,
*until the spring sets in.”

But one day in tmt.;t an .ngld genttl;:-

an with gold spectacles a smooth-
:!!!mven !m.feo and “business” written in
every wrinkle of his forehead.

“This house to let, ma’am?" says he.

““Yes, sir,” says L

“Can I look at it?” says he.

“Certainly, sir,” says I. 1 began, as
smooth as oil, about the hot and cold
water, the marble-floored bathroom
and the Minton tiles, when, all of a
sudden, he put up both bands in a
warning sort of way.

"‘l‘h':{'ll do, ma’am.” says he, “that'll
do. I've eyes and Ican see for myself.”

“Certainly, sir,” says I: but | won’t

“It's a house that there’ll be |

But you should have heard what a

|
" | whistle he gave when I told him, the
| very next day, that the eurly lady had |

authorized me to offer four hundred.

“I'll not stand this any longer,” says
Mr. Eagle, jumping up and sending the
papers flying all over the office-table.
. “I've a conscience, if fate has made a
‘ real estate agent of me. Tell her to
| eome round this afternocon and sign the
| lease. Four hundred pounds is twice
! what we asked and we asked ail the
property was worth to begin with ”

So the curly lady had her own way
after all.

The baldheaded old gentleman
stamped aboutina pretty rage when he
heard as the house was let.

“I'll sue the agency,” said he. *“I'1
have the house if it costs me all I'm
worth!”

**Oh, hush, sir, hush!" says I, allina
tremble. *“*Here comes Miss Wix now.”

“Who?" says he.

“Miss Wix,”™ says I. “The lady as has
taken the house.™

And I got behind the door, fully ex-
pecting a scene, after all that had
come snd gone. Bauat to my surprise she
gave a little shriek and flew into his
arms.

“Dear Josh!™ says she.

i

deny as [ was taken aback by that|

—

“Dearest surbara!™ says he.
“How on earth came yon here?” says
she.

*“I was loo” ir+ for a desirabls resi-
dence for you, my owna anzel,” says he.

“You duck!™ saxs she.

“And I thouzht this would exactly
suit you,” says he.

*Oh!” says she. *-it does. And I've
taken it for four hundred pounds a
year. It seems a good deal of money
| to pay, but I"ve been driven to it by a
horrid old cormorant who was deter-
mined to have the house at any price.
However——

“*Barbara,” savs the cld gentleman,

if he and I can come to terms |

szys he. *“I'm going to be |

It'll be a

| with a lJittle. gasping sound in his
| throat, as if he was swzllowing a
| lamp. ** that eormorgnt was I!™

*You don’t mean—" says she.

“That we've been bidding agsainst
| each other,” says the old geatleman.
| “*Yes, we have.”

“And I was goinzr
- pleasant surprise.”

to give vou a
pullin>

<ayvs she. r
| out her handkerchief.
'! *“It is a surprise,” savs he.
!

for the pleasure of it—aever mind,
! Barbara. Let's go in and measure for |
the carpnets amd curtains. Let by-

gones be bygones—but the next timmas
| we drive a barzain perhaps it might be
as well to confide in each other. Two
hundred pounds a year—on a five
years’ lense—is almost too much to pay
for 2 pleasant surprise!”
=0 that settled the matter. my dear,
saud old Mrs. Pounce. They were mar-

ried in a month and they came there to !

live. Amnd of all my experience in |
| house-letting this beat evervthing— |
| and so everybody says, my d=ar, as .
hears the storyv.—Daltimore World

OF WARMTH.

Flre Amaons the Aborigines of the Isiand
| Continent.

| o s g =
The invention of fire wasa great step

not strange that so many unpcive
have superstitions no-
tions connected with it.  Mrs. Millets,
in her aeccount of the aborirines of
Austraiia. has some interesiing obser-
vations nmder this head.
natives ecamp for the
| lizhted in front of each hut—the

!1-.-3!:! made of boughs, with the en-

it is

| ilized peoples

trance carefully turned away from the |

wind—so that the feet of those whoare
sieeping within may be kept warm.

If one of their relatives has lately
died, an additional and solitary fire is
lirhted at a little distance from the
huts, where the ghost of the deceased
may sit and warm itself without dis-
turbing the family hearth. In fact,
warmth 1s so great a necessity to the
native that he seems to think that the
dead cuzn only by degrees become ac-
| eustome! to the want of it, and the
airingy of a grave by kindling a fire
| within it is a very important ceremony

at a funeral.

The same love of warmth ereates an

| are seldom seen abroad until the sun
| has been one or two hours above the
| herizon.
|  In wet weather it is nsnal to carry in
' the hand. beneath the kangaroo skin,
la picce of smouldering wood, which
compensates the bearer in some sort
for the want of a ilannel waistcoat,
and enabies him to light a fire at 2 mo-
! ment's notice.
One of our men had also a plan on

coid nizghts of lving down, rolled up in !

| his furs, upon the ashes of a raked-ont
He expiained to my hushand that
the advaniire of thos goiang to bed
was two-fold., being no less good for
warmih than for coneealment. especial-
ly when passing the myght in a strange
piare, the keeping up of a fire
| after dark mizht attract the notice of
| anfriendly natives.

Each tribe possesses a territory of
its own, and each family of the tribe
has its own especial tract of land with-
in that territory. Here a man can
light his fire and build his hut without
fear of molestation. It is, in faet, his
paternal estate, so that the word “fire™
conveys to an Australian the same
meaning of fatherland or birthplace as
the word “hearth” econveys to a Euro-
pean, and is used by the aborigines in
the same sense.—Youth's Companion.

fire.

wiere

NOT USED TO IT.

An Inland Man's First Experiment in Eats
| ing ~had.

Abner Stone had lived *““inland™ all
his days and knew all there wasto be
known abont pork and beef as articles
of food. His acquaintance with the
products of the sea, on the other hand,
was very slight; in fact it was confined
to one lobster, which his younger
| brother Wilson had brought up to the
farm from Bayport one summer when
he came up for a short visic

Abner had enjoved that lolster
amazingly, and it was in some meas-
ure his praise of this fish that led Wil-
son to press his brother to “make him
a ¢all” the next antumn or spring and
| *eat his fill" of fish. *“There’s heaps
o' thinzs better'n lobsters,”™ Wilson

averred. *‘There’s shad, now; I reckon
youd find s .ad would relish pooty
fair.”

**Yes, indeed, he'd orter eat some of
| our shad.” chimed iu
Stone: and the next spring, with
thoughts of shad in his mind, Abner
went down to Bayport.

He had a tiresome journey. for he
was not used to traveling, and when he
I reached Bayport at night he was more
| than ready for bed.
| **You're goin’t" have some shad in

the mornin’,” remarked Mrs. Wilson
| Stone, as she bade him good night.

The promis= was kept, but somehow
Abner did not seem to enjoy the deli-
cacy as his brother had expected. In
fact he ate so little of it that Wilson
said at last: **Don’t ye like it Ab, after
all?”

**Well.” said the old farmer, with a
brave attempt at a smile, *'[ cale’late I
shell, when I get kinder wonted to it,

a paper o buattered pins.”"—Youth's
i Companion.

Two Slick for the Barber.
The celebrated French poet, St. Foix,
who, in spite of his large income, was
aiways in debt, sat one day in a bar-

was lathered when the door opened and
a tradesman entered who happened to
be ‘one of the poet’s largest creditors.
No sooner did this man see St. Foix
than he angrily demanded his money.
The poet composedly begged him not
to make a scene. “*Won’t you wait for
the money until I'm shaved?” *‘Cer-
tainly,” said the other, pleased at the
prosi:ect. St. Foix then made the bar-
ber a witness of the agreement and
immediately took a towel. wiped the
lather from his face and left the shop.
He wore a beard to the ¢end of his days
—London Tid-Bits.

“But as ,

rogress of the human race, and |

Wihen the |
nizht a fire 13 |
nuts |

aversion to early rising, and natives !

Mrs. Wilson ¢

mebbe: but it doos seem, jest at fust, |
ye know, consid’able like tryin’t' eat |

ber’s chair, waiting to be shaved. He .

THE HANDS IN SUMMER.

Luggesticns For g“nme; Who Dislike Tan,
Freckles nna Sunbur:ns.

‘The young woman who vslues her
smooth. soft, white hands leaves silk
and lace zloves behind when she starts
an an oniing, orrelegatesthem to boxes
eontaininz lLiouse and evening fnery.
She believes that what hands most need
‘in summer is protection. They must
| not be exposed to the eifects of atmos-
phere when moist with perspiration,

B LT TP —

lowed to parch and brown them.

Snap is not necessary for olly skins. or
for thin, dry skins. Wien the hands
| are soiled, dry. or even unpleasantly
moist, dip them in warm water in
which o drop or two of aromatic spirits
>fammonia hasstood fora few moments.
Dace wet, dip them in a jar of iine corn

a Tew timos mmerse them azain in the
warm water. Thea tarn eold water
over them to ercate a reaction of skia
and to provent pefiiness or wrinkiing.
Dr> them with softlinen, and dust over
i them fine, pure ries powder.

The efect of warm water is to open
the pores of the skin, thus emitting
more oil than is desirabie, but the rice
powder counteracts that and is among
the most harmless azents to chesk per-
n.ration. andue moisture and shine on
the skin While eorn meal has softened
| them. aromatic ammonia has removed
! ail and soil and to their white-
ness. Riecs powder mayv be seeated with
wild rose or sachet.
Creams, giveerine, or emollients, prep-
parations of sucumbers, and other fatty

addad

sandal-woad

r subatanees should bz aveided by oily
| skins  Acids like lemon, astringents,
! lilger benzoine, the more harmless pow-

| Laannt
parations are ben-
+ht, when 2 loose
could be dravwn on.

i ders and starchy pre
! +fc¢ial to thein at
nt'_‘;!' of kid :'.~
| SOmMe WoImnen n
to atmosphericefects in summer. They
are ¢ons ¥ neither hardened, as
| the skin of the face is often, bv eontact
"with dry air. and are unblemished, not
so much from the fuct that the sunis
not allowed to shine on li;*_‘ﬂ:l, for it fre-
suently does in the house, as that they
! are spared the action of air on their
{elirate surfaces, especially after the
| nse of water, and it is that which works
| havoe with the delicasy and beaunty of
hands. It is so natural to feel that one
must bathe one’s hands every little
while on the warm summer days to do
| away with perspiration.
E Bathe them as seldom as possible, un-
| less in the dry bath of meal, removed
i with chamois skin. Even then dust on
some simple powder. At night try a
paste of cornstarch. lemon and a little
borax. Canadian girls use it, and it
ran be recommended for brunettes,

Silk or lace gloves, for out-of-door
gse, should be tabooed, no matter how
warmm the weather. In their stead
many society women who have trans-
parent skins provide Danish reindeer
skin gloves. HReindeer skin is heavier
and has a closer texture than other
skkins, yet it possesses a softening power
on hands.

After a dip in the ocean the hands
should be immersed in a selation of
borax and ammonia. The action of the
sun on hands wet with sea water is to
draw the contents of small clands be-
neath the siziin to the surface, ereating
| tan, and sometimes freckles. The brine
{ helps to *“set” the color. and should,
| therefore, be eomnteracted as spredily
as possible. Bat too much ammonia
makes the skin yellow and old in ap-
pearanca. If the hands become blis-
| tered rab in the followiagzr mixture: Oil
! of almonds one part, rectificd spirits
one part, rose or eldertlower water one
part.

For stained hands try citrie acid,
spirits of rosemary and glveerine, and
~emove with distilled water.—N. Y. San.

MOUNT ATNA.

=l

.

Its First Eruption Mentloned in History
Occarred in 425 B. C.

threatens to assume formidable pro-
portions, is located in the northeast
portion of the island of Sicily. adjucent
| to the sea and near the City of Catania.
It is an isolated mountain of conical
form, and is separated from the other
mountains of Sicily by the valley of the
river Alcantara. It is 10.935 feet im
height. and has a circumference, at its
base. of ninety miles. Its voleanie phe-
nomena are presented on a greaterscale
than those of any other European vol-
cano, and attracted greater attention
from the ancients. Thueydides men-
tioned an eruption which oeccarred in
325 B. C. Four violent eruptions are
recorded as having occurred in twenty
vears, viz: 140, 135, 126 and 121 B. C
In ancient as in modern times the vol-
canic action of Mount _Etna was irreg-
ular and intermittent. On various oc-

1

casions the city of Catania has been |

nearly ruined by the eruptions of the
voleano and the accompanying earth-
guakes. Several of the ancient writers
deseribe the upper partof the mountain
as covered with perpetual snow, but at
present snow lies there only during
eight or nine months of the year.
| Eighty-one eruptions are recorded
since _Etna has had a history, the ear-
" liest in the the time of Pythagoras, the
most recent in 1574; of these not more
than mnineteen have been of extreme
violence, while a majority have been of
a slight and a comparatively harmless
character. The recent eruptions were

; classed among the exceptional disturb-
! ances. The ernption of 1888 commenced
on May 18, and continued until the first
week in June. There were premoni-
tory symptoms in the form of earth-
| guakes and a fall of hot cinders, which
were thrown as far as Messina, some
2ighty miles distant. A lava stream
was seen to be issuing from a crater in
the side of Monte Penitello, abouta
mile south of the English house where

the government observatory is situated. |

| “Twenty-four hours afterwards,” wrote
' an eye-witness to the London News,

at seven other points, and a day later

the principal crater, so that red-hot
lava was poured down simultaneously
in a voloume npearly two miles in
breadth. The rate of descent wasreck-
oned at an average of twenty yards an
hour. From time to time great massive
stones were cast down, together witha
 deluge of hot water.”
i zontinued to advance for days,

losi—the town situated at the foot of
the mountain—the greatest alarm
was excited amongst the inhabitants,
who implored Heaven to avert the im-
pending disaster. Thus the veil of St

Agatha, the patron saintof the district,
who is said to have miraculonsly inter-
vened in the eruption whieb threatened
Catania in 1669, was borne through the
streets of Nicolosi with great ecclesias-
tica! pomp, while the people brought
put the images of the saints from the

por must san and heated dry air be al- |

meal. 2nd, turninz one within another |

Mount .Etna, the eruption of which

in the years 1868, 1874, 1879, 1883 and |
1886, that of 1868 being the last to be |

“streams of lava were seen coming ont |

these seven new volcanoces all joined |

As this stream |
and |
‘rolled nearer and nearer to Nico- |

| ehurehes to the piazza, and there prayed
i for the desolating ficod to be arrested.
| The stream was described by another
Ieye-witnc'ss. who ascended the mount-
ainand looked down napon the crater.as a
i sea of brizght red angry lava, “not li-
| guid, as most people suppose, but con-
sisting of many millions of large and
| small blocks of rocky-looking stuff roll-
| ing onward.” The eruption, however,
| slackened early in June, and finally
i ceased on the 5th, afterengzuifing a con-
vent and many woods and vineyards, at
| a puint only a few hundred yards of the
i nearest house in Nieolosi For some
! days after, however, earthqualkes of
| considerabie violenee continuned to be
| felt thronghont the Etna region, cauns-
{ ing mach terror. and in one piace they
| destroyed several houses.
The volcano's majestie heizht is less
imposing to the imagination than its
- vast extent, for “il Monte” has an area
| of 392 squars miles. Two cities, Cata-
nia and Aci Rezle, and sixty-two small
towns closter opon the slopes of the
awful mountain, whose entrails are fire,
| and whose breath is flame and light-
ning. Catania has a population of
nearly 102,900, anl Ae¢i Reale of about
23,000.

Nine miles beneath the erater. which
is 1000 feet in depth. three miles in
width (it was reant anew into great
fissures by the last eraption), the habit-
able zme commeness, and is tenauted
by 300,00) souls. Oaiy the Val del
Bove, commencing two miles from the
summit, where Sir Charles Lyeil be-
lieves there formerly existed a center of
permanent eraption, is altogether ster-
ile now; the other sides of the mount-
ain are clothed with trees at the sume
level, And such trees! Fourteen sep-
arate forests form the Rerione Selvosa,
and they abound with oak, beech. pine
and poplar. with the chestnut, the ilex
and the cork tree. Mariposa and Cal-
averas cannot beat the “Czstazna di
Cento Cavalll,” in the forest of Carpi-
netio, on the east side of th: rmountain,
in whose trunk, throuzh which the
public road now passes, a queen of Ara-
gon once took shelter, with a saite of
100 hors=men. The Regione Coltivata,
whose soil eonsists of decomposed lava,
is lavishly fruitful; of the threa regions,
of which the Doeserta has the most pow-
erful charm for the imagination. Bry-
done says:

*Besides the eorn, the wine, the oil,
the silk. the spice. and delicious fruits
of itslower region: the beautiful forests,
the fleexs, the game, the tar, the cork,
the honey of r- second: the snow and
ice of its third—it affords from its cav-
erns a variety of minerals and other
productions, cinnabar, mereury, sull
phur, alum, nitre and vitriol, so that
the wonderfuol mountain. at the same
time, produces every mnecessary and
every luxury of life.™

The story of the ascent of the mount-
ain from whose summit Plato, in his se-
rene and thoughtful time, and Mr. Glad-
stone,in our troublous days, have, among
many great men, in great wonder,
watched the sunrise, has a strong fas-
cination. becanse of its wide eontrast,
its stern exasction of strength and en-
durance, and its supreme,awe-inspiring
reward—the realization of that which
inspired the ancients and the poets of
the middle agess From the banana
and the orange groves, from the vine-
vards and the palms, through the seven
botanical regions into which the botan-
ists have divided the realm protected of
Persephone—because “‘amid the billowy
cornficlds of her mother, Demeter, and
the meadow-flowers she loved in girl-
hold, are ever found salphurons ravines
and chasms breathingz vapor from the
pit of Hades”™—to the snow-capped erust

*that spreads for ten sqnare miles be-
tween the awfuldepthof unquenchable
fire and the blue heaven that suddenly
seems to be brousht near, the traveler
monnts, with an ever-inereasing sense
of the vastness beyond and around him
—Philadelphia Telegraph.

IT MIGHT BE WORSE.

The Black Bontblack's Philosophy of Hot
Weather and Shipwreck.

“Good morning, suh; have a shine,
suh?” said the black bootblack, as he
saw one of his regular customers com-
ing down the corridor. The regular

, sat down in the chair. inwardly prayed
that no one of his friends might come
along before he got out of it and made
some original observation about the
weather.

“Yes, suh.” replied the bootblack: *it
is sutn'ly a very hot day. 1 well—
no, suh, I won't say nothing about it,
because it might be a good deal wus.
There might be a big flood or a wind to
blow us =all away. Yas, suh, that's
what I always say when I hear people
talkia' about how bad things is I
savs: ‘Don’t you go and say nothing,
because it might be a good deal wus.” I
remember one time I was out sailin’
| with six other peopie and four of 'em

was ladies: yes, suh, that was on the
James river, and a squall strack the
boat and she was just tippin’all ‘'round,
and the ladies, they was just scared to
death, and they ali yelled that we got
| to go back.

“But I says: ‘Don’t say nothing; it

| might be a good deal wus; if we try to
go back the wind "1l hit us harder
|and we might tip over.” But i%
| wa'n't any use; the ladies kept hollerin’
that we got to go back. and the
! captain put her round and she got
| caught right between two waves, and
. she went to the boltom and five of 'em
was drowned. Yes, suh, all the ladies
| was drowned and the captain was
' drowned. I just struck out for the
| shore, I tell you; I wa'n't going to get
{ drowned for nobody. Could I save any
| of the others? Ididn’t see none of the
| others; I dido’t want to see none of 'em.
| T just got to the shore; that'sall I want-
'ed. Then I found a man with a boat
and we started out, and in a minute we
see the other man comin’down the river
and we pulled him in, and the ones that
was drowned, some of 'em wasn't founnd
| for two days, and then they was 'way
| down the river.
| *That'whatIsay, aslongas I'm alive,
| it might be wus I never hurt nobody,
‘and I don't want nobody to touch me.

{ Anybody can steal my money or my
clothes or anything: I just say: ‘Give
me my life:” they can have my wife,
they can baveanything I got, only don’t
hurt me. 1 know I got to die sometime,

| that's certain, but I don't wan’t nobody

| to murder me. No change, suh? Thank

' you, suh. Shine!”—N. Y. Tribune.

—Bonaventure de Fourcroy, a clever
society poet of the seventeenth century,
a splendid orator, an eminent advocate,
and an intimate friend of Moliere to
boot, on being asked one day by a mag-
istrate what he meant to do with his
son, replied: *“If there is anything in
him I'll make him a barrister; if not,
ril make him a judge.”

—Jagson says it's strange nobody ever
finds oat what the wild waves are say-
ing, although ever so many go to sea —
Elmira Gazette.

SINGLE TAX DEPARTMENT.

Cause of the Russian Famine.

The common saying, “If it had been
& snake it would have bitten him."
could hardly be better applied than to
the failure of W. E. Edgar, in his arti-
cle on *““Russia’s Land System; The
Cause of the Famine,” published in the
July Forum, to discover the real cause
of suffering among the Russian peas-
antry. Doubtless shiftlessness has had
something to do with the famine; igno-
rance of improved methods of produe-
tion has had something to do with it;
the money lenders, the petty officials,
and the small traders, all have had
something to do with it. But these are
effects of an anterior cause, and so far
as they themselves are causes at all,
they are secondary and quite superfi-
cial. It is not remarkable, perhaps,
that a m&an who, in these days of tele-
graphs, cables, railroads, steamer lines,
commerce, and banking, thought it
necessary to load a special ship witha
special consignment of food for trams-
portation from America to Russia, in
order to relieve the Russian peasantry,
should look no deeper than the outward
appearance of things for an explanation
of the famine, and wholly ignore its
great fundamental ecaunse, though in
Russia the eause lies nearer to the sur-
face than in any other country, Ireland,
perhaps, excepted. Mr. Edgar really
touches upon and describes this cause,
but with no more consciousness of its
significance than a plow-horse has of
the relation of the implement he draws
through the soil in spring to the corn
he eats in winter.

Mr. Edwards notices the existence in
Russia of “‘lords of the land,” possess-
inz individoally thousands npon thou-
sands of acres: but from that pregnant

act he draws no other inference re-
garding the famine than that it is
largely due to the habit of these *‘lords
of the land,” since the abolition of serf-
dom, of living in cities and towns far
away from their estates, and forgetful
of the interests of their child-like peas-
antry. And now that *‘the lord of the
land has returned to his former serfs
and interested himself in their welfare,”
Mr. Edgar supposes that, admonished
by the long black winter of starvation
now about to end, each class will in fu-
ture appreciate ‘‘each other’s wvalue.”
But he fears that if *‘the peasant’s wel-
fare should be again neglected by his
traditional protector, his prospeets for
the future are dark indeed.”

How an intelligent man could thus
come face to face with the relations of
the landowning to the peasant classes
of Russia without asking himself in
what way the lord of the land is valua-
ble to the peasantry, and by what token
he is able to be their protector, passes
all comprehension. Granted that the
peasant is shiftless; so is the lord of the
land. Granted that the peasant is ig-
norant of improved methods of produc-
tion; so is the lord of the land. Grant-
ed that the peasant is extravagant and
wasteful; the lord of the land is more
s0. But the peasant, though he works,
famishes for want of what work pro-
duces; while the lord of the land, with-
out working, Iives in luxury upon the
fruits of work. If the peasant were not
plundered by the lord of the land, what
power would the lord of the land have
to relieve him? Sixteen-string Jack
stole guineas before he distributed shil-
lings.

Iow can idlene=s relieve industry un-
less it first robs industry? That isa
question which Mr. Edgar has never put
to himself, or he would have seen in
this *‘lord of the land,” whose pity for
famishing serfs hus so deeply touched
Lim, the reai underiying cause of the
Russian famine.—The Standard.

Source of Stable Fortunes.

The Real Estate Reecord and Guide
has been investigating the sources of
American fortunes, and though its con-
clusion can not be particularly pleasing
to millionaires who fondly regard them-
selves as “self-made,” a very interest-
ing article is the result. The writer
observes that under the feudal system
land was at first the sole and later the
chief source of wealth. and down to the
Iatter part of the last century the only
permanent form. Since that timelarge
European fortunes can be traced to
land, which retains its importance
though agricaultural land has largely
given place to urban and suburbau; but
banking, manufacturing and trading
have also furnished foundations for
great fortunes.

Trading has never been very import-
ant, however, except in eases in which
the trader has been able to secure for
his business the characteristics of a
monopoly, like that of the great brew-
ers. In this country the writer finds
that circumstances have peculiarly
favored monopolies of just that char-
acter. Very few fortunes have been
made here in the ordinary channels of
trade. Though the foundations may
have been laid in mercantile business,
the *‘founder. fortunately for himself
and his heirs, invested his profits in city
real estate, and then reaped a rich har
vest as the city grew.” The
fortunes of our railway million-
aire, the writer adds, are essen-
tially of a monopolistic origin, and most
bankers' fortunes have been made as in-
termediaries, under favor of monopoly
privileges, between railroad ecorpor-
ations and the investing public He
then lays down this law: *““While in
ordinary business, expansion of trade
means increased competition, such ex-
pansion necessarily contributes to the
growth of anything which approaches
the nature of a monopoly.” To the
operations of this law, he says, ‘“‘our
American fortunes are nearly all trace-
able, and they contain a promise of sta-
bility such as is not shared by mercan-
tile fortunes.”

It is encouraging to find papers like
the Record and Guide engaged in ex-
aminations of this kind along sub-
stantially correct lines of inquniry. The
writer assumes that large fortunes are
in themselves bad; but since he clearly
draws the true economic distinetion
between fortunes obtained in competi-
tive business and those obtained by
means of legalized monopoly—a dis-
tinction that runs between wealth and
poverty—his error is of little or no con-
sequence. It is strange, however, that
he should recognize the effect of
land values in making and fix-
ing large fortunes, without instantly
seeing the injustice of our land tenures.
That the land itself justly belongs as
much to one generation as to another,
and to one individual in a generation
as to others, is a proposition that no
man can refute, and tkat no intelligent :
and honest man ventures to deny. But
its value is often honestly supposed to
belong to individuals  What makes
land value? Nothing, even as this con-
servative writer shows, but the profits

patch tells of a case in point A fire
having swept away the John Harper
building in Pittsburgh, s movement
was started to have the adjacent street
opened to Penn avenue. In behalf of
the movement it was urged that it
would be a good time to do this im-
mediately after the fire, as the damages
on condemnation would be less then
than after new buildings were erected.
But Mr. Harper opposed the scheme.
He was not satisfied to be paid the
value which Pittsburgh had already
given to his lot, but wanted also the
additional value which future growth
will give it. Here is what he said: “I
suppose the city can condemn the
property, but 1 will oppose it. The
widening would take twenty feet and
leave a strip of ten feet that would be
worthless unless Charles Arbuthnot
would buy it. We do not want to give
up the property, for in a few years it
will be worth a half more than what it
is now; and if it is condemned, its valus
as an investment would not be con-
sidered. Mr. Harper should not be per=-
sonally condemned; he is only a type.

Effect of the World's Fair.

Landlords are charged with being
especially greedy, rents having been
advanced in '91, in anticipation of the
fair business, again advanced by twice
the amount for '$2, while there is talk
of again doubling the advance for 93,
one effect of this being that many
families of moderate means living in
Chicago have been obliged to move out
further, to secure homes at rentals
leaving them something with which to
pay the butcher and baker.—American
Machinist.

It would be difficult to get simple
logic into a worse twist than the
Chicago Tribune succeeds in doing when
it avers that the single tax would fall
heaviest on farmers because agriculture
is the predominant industry. As the
single tax relieves all industry of taxa-
tion, it takes & very gymnast in
sophistry to conclude that such a tax
would fall heaviest on the predominant
industry. Any mere man would sup-
pose that the predominant industry
would benefit most by the abolition of
taxationon industry. As the Tribune
helps out its bad logic with the asser-
tion that under the single tax farm-
ers “‘wounld pay vastly more than
they now do,” we challenge it to give
the particularsof a single case of a
working farmer whose taxes would not
be less undersingle tax than they are
now, even if the single tax were high
enough to take the entire rental value
of his land. The Tribune can not do it,
and dares not make the attempt. —The
Standard.

Land owners in New York city are
congratulating themselves this year
upon the action of the tax assessors in
increasing valuations only upon land
which has been actually improved
Since taxeson improvementsare shifted
to the tenant they have excellent
reasons for their joy. The tenants
have not yet beer heard from.—Stan-
dard.

The best and surest subject of taxa~
tion is the thing that perforce stays in
one place, that is land. —N. Y. Sun, Au-
gust 26, 1801.

HARVEST ON THE MARSH.

Where “Distance Lends Enchantment te
the View™ in Truth.

Harvesting the hay on the salt
marshes of the New, England shore is a
picturesque and pleasing occupation as
a distance.

The mowers, the men pitching hay
on the wagons or scows, or bunilding it
into great ricks perched on staddles,
the wide sweep of the meadows threads
ed here and there with the gleam of
winding creeks, the wheeling of white
gulls overhead, the low hills of the in-
land horizon, and to the eastward the
irregular rolling line of a range of sand
dunes on the broad blue of the sea—all
these unite to make a charming and po-
etie picture.

But it is a picture that needs distance.
Close at hand it is seen that the labox
is very hard, the men hot and weary.
the sun blazing down with terrific force
upon the shadeless expamse. Often,
too, the pest of the green-heads anad
gnats is so great that the harvesters
wear veils over their heads and mittens
on their hands as they work.

Nevertheless, in the old colonial day,
haying on the marshes had its compen-
sations. Its close was marked by local
ceremonies of harvest home, forerun-
ners of thanksgiving, from which in-
deed it was very little different. In
this, as in all other of their celebra-
tions, eating and drinking held a fore-
most place. '

It did not seem to them unsuitable

that the women of their households
during the dog-days should be hanging
over hot ovens and toiling in pantries,
preparing dozens of mince pies, moun-
tains of ready-cooked meat, jars full of
cookies and doughnuts, and long rows
of loaves of cake, the richer and spicier
the more creditable to the housekeeper
who provided it.
Much of this task was accomplished
before the departure of the men, as the
greater part of the provisions were to
be “packed for the ma’sh” for them to
take.

During the two or three days while
they were actually haying the women
had comparative leisure, and often took
the time to make a round of neighbor-
hood calls; but on the final return,
“*boating day™ as it was often called,
they were again on hand to share both
the labor and the festivities.

The hay was floated in great flat
“*gundelows”™ up the creeks to the near-
est possible point to where it was
wanted, then carted home in trinmphal
procession. Then the men, who had
done full justice already to the pro-
visions ecarried with them, were quite
ready to sit down to the harvest sup-
per, for which a fresh array of good
things, even more solid, richer and more
indigestible than those previously com~

Truly, if our New England ancestors
were gallant workers, they were no lesa
valiant trencher men.—Youth's Com~
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